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Windows give a protected glimpse of the world, 
a paneled view of a place, a moment, or an event. These 
glimpses are the basis for art. An artist observes a piece 
of the world through her window and preserves that 
observation in her writing or artwork. The unique per- 
spective from which the artwork is created-the artist's 
personal window-gives spirit and originality to her work. 

The form, color, and size of an artist’s window 
shapes her work, adding a shade of the artist to her 
creations. An audience observes the artist, and her 
perspective on the world, through her literature and 
paintings. This publication places the reader on the 
outside of the artists’ windows, and allows the reader to 
look in on their minds and souls. 
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Freedom 
Nikki Palermo 


i sit 

and drown 

in the acidity of my own maliciousness 
refusing to choke on life’s sweet indifference 
i quietly await my inevitable destiny 
the silence breaks my heart 

the stars burn above me 

beside me 

below me 

where am i? 

my own existence eludes me 

i hang in spacious oblivion 

tired of waiting 

for my destiny 

1 capture it 

in my own right 

and rename it: 

Freedom 


The Story of the Rivers 


Caroline Mann 


I am a child of the 90s 

I was born into a world void of identity; 
disconnection is my religion. 

My occupation is to pretend I am God. It’s a nice 
job; there are benefits- 

retirement funds, 401k, shiny rotating chairs that 
don’t squeak. 

My cubicle is geometrically perfect; I love it! 

The light of my computer contains vitamins 
essential to life... 

I sold my soul for $8.50 an hour. 

But I still have a little soul left. 

Yep. I fooled them well- 

I still have a spirit. 

See- I am writing in lines 

I think it’s poetry; 

Hey, I’m Emily Dickenson 

That is my proof. 

Look at me! 

See how poetic and intellectual I am! 


One night I dreamt: 

I saw- 

All the homeless children squint into the 
sun 

Indigo ghosts wait alone beside a dirt road, 

but I left them there, cuz I don't have time 
to stop 

Cuz time spent waiting is time lost. 


But then I found freedom on a roof top high 
above the city 

So, I went there, drowning in the intensity of 
my own storm. 

They drew the lines: 

upper echelons, continuity 

and I drew the spirit out of me 

and I threw my scarf into the wind- 

an orange silk bird rising above diminishing 
immortality- 

above the mortal city. 

And the buildings held me back, 

and stole my wings, 
said I was violating aeronautical code #83, 

said I was deviating 

and they held me in, until I saw past their 
concrete obstructions and touched the sky 

without permission. 

They were shocked. 

The buildings yelled: ‘come back’ 

the polluted wind called after me, 

but a kinder one made me feel beautiful- 

it liked creativity. 


Then I woke up, and my mind hurt. 

So I gave in to the world and went back to sleep- 
and dreamt about my new SUV. 

The next day, I went bankrupt 

I climbed out on the ledge of my office building 
and asked the concrete obstructions- 
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bold protectors of our city- 
what the secret to life was. 
There came no reply; 


they just stood there, without even a stance 
on the issue of human frailty. 
So, I jumped. 

I felt free. 
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And I am the brittle woman of the canyon, 
resting on fragile sedimentary rock. Interpreting can- 
yon shadows is my religion. My occupation is listen- 
ing to all waters... I hear them, and mediate, and de- 
bate, and compute the eccentricity of their sound 
waves, but I do not prosecute. 

The ocean is rhythmic, because its screams 
are imperceptible; they retreat into sacred perma- 
nence; they don’t care if their poetry is vague, am- 
biguous. They have fun with it. They are mistaken 
for peaceful, mostly. The ocean stumbles for free- 
dom because it is trapped in its rhythm. 

And the river- the river’s roar is more angry; 
it is not as distinct or refined as the crashing waves. 
It becomes synonymous with silence, and you accept 
it as part of the air. But it is untamed and revolu- 
tionary. It screams: 


“I HAVE ESCAPED YOUR CONCRETE DAMS 
YOU HEAR MY VOICE- FREE AND 
BEAUTIFUL AND SACRED AND.. 

IT IS OVER 85.6 DECIBELS AND OSHA 
CANNOT ARREST ME! 

YOUR PROFITS ARE PAPER- 

THEY TEAR EASILY. 

MY PROPHETS ARE THE ROCKS- 

THEY ARE TRUE.” 


So, I listen to these water sounds. And some- 
times I tell them my problems. They don’t mediate 
or analyze, but they listen. The ocean is not kind; it 
envies my freedom. I don’t talk to it much anymore, 
but I still listen. One day, when I was drowning in 
the intensity of my own storm, I sat on the sand of 


the Grand Canyon, halfway up a cliff. And I felt 


afraid and unimportant. And I said, 

“The paths are confusing. You know, time is 
not something i should leave behind when i know it 
will run faster and faster and catch up with me as i 
become tired and fall down or am forced to follow 
strange, unwanted paths. And i've lost people, and 
magic is gone forever...i don't even know what i’m miss- 
ing anymore. Time has stolen it all.” 

And the rocks just laughed at me. They 
laughed at my petty tragedies. Their echo mocked me. 
They said I didn’t know time at all. The Kaibab Lime- 
stone and the Vishnu Schist at the bottom said they 
were weary. 

And the river didn’t say anything; it just 
screamed its freedom, and that seemed promising, so I 
pulled myself off the ledge. I can identify with its 
rage, its inarticulate voice. I am a river, not the ocean. 
And the rocks have grown too wise to connect with 
humanity. 


And I am the artist- the writer, an impression- 
able waif. But I write for myself. Analyzing the vast 
intricacies is my religion. My occupation is filling pages 
with beautiful words- filling the world with magic. 
Sometimes I fail, but it’s okay. Writing is my sacred 
permanence. Art is my truth. Music is my spirit. Iam 
an observer; I am a dreamer. I try to find beauty in the 
concrete sidewalks; I try to see a truth in their aching, 
cracked paths. I try to capture the canyon- I fail mis- 
erably. 

I usually listen to the wind because it is every- 
where- it can’t leave you behind. The wind is intimate 
and interwoven; it whispers all the beauty like a poet's 
secret. It usually tells me to run away, and that sounds 
fun, so I do. (The wind tends to lean towards mo- 
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tion). So, I run away from the cruelty that invades 
me, the hatred that assaults me... and I do not care 
about the great unknown, dangerous implications. 

Most importantly- in my writing I am free 
and not afraid to falter. The thoughts flow, unbro- 
ken, from my pen and bleed onto the page in the 
ink of another consciousness. I saw the city woman 
fall; I saw the buildings stand cold against her. | 
wrote it down in my journal. And I observed the 
Canyon woman speak to the river. I wrote it down; 
I learned from her. I found the roof-top and the 
Grand Canyon and the perfectly-shaped cubical, 
and I painted a picture of them all...and they were 
all screaming: 

“FIND ME.” 
in the 
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Emerging America 
Kimberly Glanzman 


Where is the America I’ve heard of 

Lost somewhere 

In the pages of a teen magazine 

Between the make-up tips and movie stars 

Or in overseas factories 

That employ poor Asian workers 

And rob Americans of their jobs 

By selling their products at half-price 

And when the most honest man in this country 
Is the used-car salesman down the block? 
How do Americans have faith 

That a better world is just a tax-bracket away? 


Where is the America I’ve heard of 

Found somewhere 

In the wisdom of homeless street-corner prophets 

Proclaiming the end of the world 

Or in a six-year-old’s doubt in Santa and the Easter Bunny and all the 
illusions 

that make childhood worthwhile 

And when the only people with any hope left 

Are those who haven't got anything else? 

How do Americans make it through the average forty-hour work week 
Without screaming or blowing up the building? 
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untitled 


Naoma Howard 


it is O SO easy 

to say like we all do 

i know 

it could happen to me 
it could strike right now 
it could happen to you 


i know 

life is unfair 

death has no morals 
age has no value 

i know 

it could happen today 
it could destroy us 

it could happen tonight 


it is O SO easy 

to live in denial 

to think as we all do 
it wont 

it couldn't be me 

ill live forever 

it couldn't be you 


life is perfect 

death is for the old 
youth is eternal 

it won't 

it won't happen today 
youth is my power 

it won't happen tonight 
you are too young 

iam too strong 


i know 

life is not perfect 

death wears a blindfold 
you were too young 
iam not strong 


life is a virgin 
death is a whore 


Mixed Media 
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Spam Sade: Private Detective 


Shell Thaxton 


It was a troublesome night. First, it was humid. 
Then, it went to the nearest drugstore and got a bet- 
ter deodorant. The night turned dry. It was a dark 
blue, almost black. The night had a terrible time 


picking out a purse to match. 


Very troublesome night. Detective Spam Sade sat at 
his desk. His shoes were crossed on top of it; his hat 
almost covered his squinting eyes, and a cigar pro- 
truded permanently from his mouth. It was from 
Cuba - 123 Cigar Factory Road - rolled at precisely 
4:27:36 AM. 


Then SHE walked in the door. Her name wasn't 
important. Her dress, however, was. It was the color 
of pearls, with dark navy shoes made from baby sea 
lion fur, and she had a purse. The night was very 
jealous. 


Maria's dress stretched tightly around her chest. She 
had a very strong corset, because her rear end was 
pretty large. Spam Sade watched with wonder, 
though. And the night laughed. The night was 
skinny as a rake. But it was not anorexic. It swore it 
wasn't. It ate about once a week. A whole straw- 


berry! 
Mister Director, put that rake down! 
So anyway, Spam Sade kicked her out of his office. 


"I never want to see you again! Wearing sea lion 
shoes! Why don't you start acting like the rest of us 


and wear shoes made from the hides of cows that have 
been bred for slaughter, then strung up in a factory and 
beheaded? You're so insensitive!" 


After pumping up her chest, receiving a fresh dose of 
collagen, having her stomach and thighs lipo- suctioned, 
and buying shoes that looked a little more like leather, 
she returned. "Didn't I just tell you to leave ten min- 
utes ago?” Spam asked. 


"It was five, baby, but I couldn't help it. I just--" One of 
her breasts popped, and she turned around. Spam heard 
the faint sound of an air pump and smelled glue. She 
turned around again, but her chest was slightly uneven. 
He decided not to say anything. "I really need your 
help, Mr. Sade. I'm desperate." 


She then came very close to him and looked into his 
eyes. Right at the proper dramatic moment, she shrieked, 
"OWWWW, I have something in my contact, hold on." 
She turned around and slid a case out of her purse. When 
she turned around again, she had one brilliantly blue 
eye, and one plain brown one. She squinted to see out 
of the blue one. 


"Mr. Sade... I have a problem." 


"That's why people come to me. Ever since I stopped 
wholesaling whipped cream, that is." 


"Mr. Sade, have you ever killed someone?" 


AS. 


"Oh, no, not me." 


Spam did the worst cover-up job ever witnessed by 
this narrator. 


“No, I’ve never murdered anyone. At least, I've never 
been convicted." 


"I want you to kill someone." 


"With what? I'm pretty good with liquid nitrogen... 
they always make good faces. Compressed quick- dry 
cement is fun, too. Freeze it, cut it open, and toss it 
through a sunroof. Ten seconds later, you're got a 
great mold for pifiatas." 


"I try to be a little less creative, Mr. Sade. My per- 
sonal favorite is forcing a person's mouth open and 
stuffing their stomach with grapes until they bulge in 
all sorts of funny directions." 


"Sounds good to me," Sade said. "Now, who's the 
target?" 


"The President." 


"Of the United States? But he was my mother's sec- 
ond cousin's son-in-law for five years in college!" 


"No, Sade. Of the Lakeridge Garden Club. For years, 
she's been sneaking over to my prized azaleas, throw- 
ing in little maggots that eat away at their delicate 
little roots..." She began to sob. 


"Oh, Maria," Sade began to comfort her. 


She squealed and promptly began to cry again. Her 
mascara ran down her cheeks and spelled out "EVIL" 
but Sade didn't notice. It dripped onto her dress and 
formed the word "BAD," but Sade was oblivious. The 
pattern of her shoe steps on the carpet spelled out 
"I'M AN EVIL TROLL, AND I'M GOING TO 
STEAL ALL YOUR MONEY AFTER I SEDUCE 
YOU AND PUT YOU THROUGH HECK AND 
LEAVE YOU WITH FIVE CHILDREN WHILE 
I'M AT BLOOMINGDALE’S RUINING YOUR 
CREDIT.” Sade noticed this after she left, but by 
then he had stepped all over it, and it just read, 
"SMILE, SOMEONE LOVES YOU.” 


w ' Ld 
You're so nice and strong... and warm... and com- 
forting. Have you ever read The Scarlet Letter?" 


"It's one of my favorite novels. Do you KNOW what 
they were DOING when it talked about the trees 


blowing in the wind?" 


Night covered the stage. Suddenly, the lights reap- 
peared. Night pouted. 


"So, Maria, the President of the Lakeridge Garden 
Club? Would you like any threatening notes left?” 


"Oh, yes!" she squealed. "How about one that reads 
‘Boogey Boogey Boogey!’ That'll scare her out of her 
gardening gloves!" 


"But, Maria, you KNOW she doesn't garden, right?" 


"She HAS to! She's the President of the Garden 
Club!" 
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"Why else would she have those little gnomes in her 
front yard? You don't think they're really cement, do 
you? Doesn't that seem a little far out?” 


"DON'T YOU KNOW? THEY'RE REALLY EVIL 
GENIUSES FROM THE PLANET KREBLON, 
COMING TO DESTROY ALL THOSE WHO 
THINK THERE IS NO POWER IN GARDEN- 
ING!" 


Now was the time to reveal myself. I stepped out in 
full regalia. Maria withdrew her collagen pump from 
her handbag. I withdrew my mirror, and when she 
saw that her breasts were different sizes, she screamed 
and ran down the stairs, tripping over her almost- 
leather pumps. 


Mr. Sade, you had no idea you were so close. 


I vanquished him with one breath. Earthling ancho- 
vies are quite useful sometimes. Now, Sade. If you 
must kill the President of the Garden Club, leave my 
gnome brothers alone. If not, I shall leave you to the 
mercy of the night. Night always knows where you 
are. For the niiiight, has a thousand eyyyyyyes, and a 
thousand eyyyyyyes, can't help but seeeeeeeee... 


"But... what's your name?" 
You can't pronounce it, earthling. 


"All right. Look. I have a duty to fulfill. That pretty 
lump of silicone asked me to do something, and you're 
not going to stand in my way, no matter where you're 
from, what you eat, how rancid your breath is, or 


how much your little partner, night, looks like Boy 
George with those heels!" 


That hurt. I happen to like those heels. They're in all 


the latest magazines. 


"I don't care! Maria asked me to kill her, and, jeepers, 
I'm going to do it. I'll get her, you narrator, and her 
little gnomes, too." 


Watch out, or I'll drop a house on you. Night, do 
your dark, velvety duty. 


As night fell upon Mr. Sade's world, I was once again 
free to roam, protecting garden gnomes everywhere 
from clichés. Protecting narrators everywhere. Always 
making sure that no matter how deep the night, you 
can always find shoes, a purse, and even a lipstick caddy 
to match. 
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Noose 
Chris Hathcock 


Vengance, 

I yearn to release, 

This cancer of resentment, 

I remember when you used to care, 
When you used to love, 

Silence reduced to screams, 

My crucifixion blossoms, 

In your apathetic eyes, 

Truth, hate, and disgust, 

I wont pity, 

I would ask for forgiveness, 

But, I'll just have to beg again, 

I’m too exhausted, 

From holding on, 

Betrayal, 

Stare at me with hollow eyes, 

To you I am the worthless one, 

I’ve held on too long, 

I’ve forgiven you so many times, 
And still you're cruel, 

I'll crawl into the noose of anguish, 
So vulgar are your words, 

My tears are meaningless, 

Youre raping my mind, 

Anger is the only friend who comforts me, 
I won't wallow, 

Kiss sweet hatred, 

Since you wont. 
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Angels 
Sean Sears 


If Angels 

can fall from 
grace 

And lose 

their Angelic 
face, 

There will be 
one who can see 
The Angel 
inside of me. 
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Omega 2 


Rebecca Moore 


As the furthest inhabitable solar system from the Great 
Alliance’ farthest inhabited planet, it was the perfect 
place to put the last few malcontents and criminals to 
keep them from injuring others. The only inhabitable 
planet in the Omega system, Omega 2 had a wide range 
of ecosystems, which accommodated the people that the 
Alliance put there. 


The young engineer hurried through the halls of the 
ship. “I’m going to be late,” she thought, “what a 
great first impression to make.” 


Five minutes later, she arrived at the mentor’s office. 
“I apologize for being late, Mentor. I do not mean to 
make excuses, but the view of my home world 
becoming a speck of light in the cosmos was just...” 


“Fascinating? Yes, I know the feeling. I did the same 
thing when I was your age and on my first posting, 

which was over three hundred years ago. But you are 
here now. How are you? Are you adjusting to life on 


the ship?” 


“Yes, although it is a little disconcerting. The ship is 
bigger than the town I grew up in.” 


“Yes, it is a large ship, but most of its space is taken 
up by the cargo areas.” 


“Mentor, I am curious, I know that all Alliance ships 
are named for the destination of their maiden voyage, 
but I have never heard of Omega 2, or even the 
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Omega system. And when I tried to access the 
archives about it, the files were restricted and needed 
a level nine passcode. May I ask what is on Omega, 
what we are carrying there, and why there is such 
secrecy about it?” 


“Yes, you may. Come. I need to check on the cargo. 
On the way, I will be happy to answer any questions 
you might have.” 


“Thank you, Mentor.” They stood and left the 


office. 


As they walked down the corridor toward the lift, the 
mentor asked, “What would you like to know?” 


“I would like to know what we are transporting to 
Omega.” The lift doors opened and several people 
stepped out. Each said hello to the mentor as he or 
she passed. When everyone had gotten off, the 
couple stepped in. 


“Good morning, Mentor. How are you today?” 
“Ah, Captain, how nice it is to see you. I am fine. 
Please let me introduce a new engineer; she is going 
with me to inspect the cargo.” 


“Listen well to this mentor; I studied under him 
when I was an assistant to the communications 
officer. He taught me almost everything I know.” 
The lift slowed to a stop. The captain said goodbye 
to both the mentor and the engineer and walked 
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onto the bridge. As the lift started, the engineer 
asked again, “What are we transporting, Men- 
tor?” 


“Do you know how many solar systems are a part 
of the Alliance?” 


“About 103.” 


“107 to be exact. And in your 25 years, how 
many incidents of violence have you heard of?” 


“Only a handful of different episodes in all of the 


systems.” 


“There are actually more incidents than are 
reported by the news service. Although as a 
whole, the Alliance has eliminated war, poverty, 
hunger, and want, on some planets there is still a 
threat of violence. Sometimes this is due to 
greed, jealousy, ambition, and, on rare occasions, 
disease. On the planets where these incidents 
happen, the government takes the offender into 
custody. They try to help the person work out 
their problems while also trying to find why the 
individual committed the act. If it is caused by a 
disease, the doctors will try to find a way to treat 
him. If nothing works, the case is referred to the 
Alliance Advisory Board. Ah, we're here.” 


“But Mentor, what happens to these people?” 
The engineer continued to speak as they walked 
out of the lift. “What does the Alliance do 
with...” the engineer drifted off. Ahead of her 
was the largest room she had ever seen. In long 
rows there were stasis tubes, filled with people. 


“On Omega 2, these people find new lives. While 
they are in stasis, we wipe their memories and give 
them new ones, so that they think that they are 
natives to the planet. They will go on to lead produc- 
tive lives on Omega.” 


“Are there any natives to Omega 2?” 


“Yes. They are a very violent, passionate, and egotisti- 
cal species of humanoids. They believe that they are 
the only intelligent life in the universe. Their history 
is full of wars, killings, even genocides. They create 
deadly weapons and more effective ways to kill each 
other. They procreate in mass amounts because their 
life span is so short. Most of the natives have created 
an entity that they call ‘God’ that they pray to and 
that tells them right from wrong. However, they do 
create beautiful music, art, and literature. We first 
began to study them because we were fascinated by 
how they could be capable of such horror, yet produce 
such beautiful art and literature. After studying them 
for years, we decided this was a place where we could 
place our violent people, without doing too much 
harm to the population. Sometimes, if there is an 
exceptional person, we will take them and integrate 
them into our society. Many of them grow to be our 
greatest scientists, diplomats, and inventors. The first 
officer of this ship is from Omega.” 


“Do the natives have a name for Omega?” 
“Yes, they do. It is actually very appropriate from 


their limited scope of the universe. They call it 
Earth.” 
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Dancing 
Charlene Yang 


The breeze giggled and laughed, 
Ruffling her hair. 


As she danced, 
The wind led her 


Billowing her dress 
Caressing her skin. 


Eyes closed, 
A smile drifted across her lips 


And she danced slowly 


To the song of her dream. 


from Waiting 


Bethany Sterling 


Cast of Characters: 


Canace - serves as a narrator and has insights to all 
characters’ thoughts 

Serra - two months pregnant, has not told anyone, 
trying to decide what to do 

West - introspective, is gay and is trying to find some- 
where to belong 


Additional cast members form ensemble. 


{Bare Stage. At Rise. All characters, with the exception 
of Canace, are “frozen” into a position determined by their 
character and remain in that position until they speak. 
The other seven characters face the audience. Canace, 
however, walks freely among all the characters. When the 
other characters finish speaking, they return to the frozen 
position. Canace enters from Stage Left and stands 
facing the audience.} 


CANACE. “Believe me, every man has his secret sor- 
rows, which the world knows not; and oftentimes we 
call a man cold when he is only sad.” Henry 
Wadsworth Longfellow. Pretty smart guy, huh? Think 
about it. He said “oftentimes we call a man cold when 
he is only sad.” That's beautiful. /pauses for a moment 
to reflect on those words...walks across the stage and ges- 
tures to the frozen people] These people are not cold. 
They are just sad. Very sad. Look at them...could you 
even guess just how sad they are? [pause] No. No, 
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you can’t tell how miserable these people are. And 
because you can‘ tell, you call them all “cold,” and 
you treat them like they are cold. But these people 
are the ones that need you the most. All they need is 
someone to love them - or someone to show them 
that they care. Somebody to hold them and say “Hey, 
youre OK. Everything's gonna be all right.” But 
you don’t even think about helping them. How can 
you? Youre too preoccupied throwing words like 
“cold” in their faces. Are you afraid of them? No. 
No, youre not afraid of them, /beat/, you're afraid of 
yourself. You're afraid that maybe, just maybe these 
people might be like you. And what does that mean? 
It means that other people call you cold. And other 
people look at you the way that you are looking at 
these people right now. But, you know, if you had 
the power to look at them so closely that you could 
hear their thoughts and feel their memories, you 
would never be able to look at another person and 
call them “cold.” I can’t. [almost in a whisper] I can 
hear their thoughts. I feel their memories and I know 
their pain...I feel it. 


{ALL eight characters, including CANACE, move to 
upstage center and form a semi-circle with their backs 
towards the audience. As their character is needed, they 
move from the semicircle and into the written stage di- 
rection. Serra steps forward.} 


{SERRA and Groups of OPINIONS move downstage. 
A minimum of 3-6 characters required to play the OPIN- 
IONS. OPINIONS speak at the same time.} 


OPINION ONE. You slut! 
OPINION TWO. I can't believe you're doing this! 
OPINION THREE. What were you thinking? 


SERRA. Stop it! /long pause] I really don’t know what 
to do about this whole thing. It’s just that...chings 
like this just don’t happen to people like me! I mean, 
Iam a good person! I don’t do drugs. I don’t drink. I 
don’t even smoke. I make good grades. I have a part- 
time job. But here I am. If I could 
only...only...well, I don’t know what I 
would have done, but I am sure there is 
something I could do. And I can’t tell 
anyone. Not yet anyways. I mean, you 
can’ tell, can you? I mean, if you just 
look at me, can you tell? Like, you 
wouldn't see me walking down the street 
and think, “Hey, now that looks like 
one pregnant girl!” would you? 


Pregnant. [pauses] | don’t think I’ve said 
that out loud yet. /beat] Why me? I 
am not the kind of person that these 
things happen to. I just don’t know what 
I am going to do about it. I’m still in 
school. I’m smart. I planned on going 
to college. I can’t do all of this if I am 
taking care of a baby. I don’t think I 
can take care of a kid. But I know that 


I couldn't just give it away. Could I... I don’t know if I 
could go through with an abortion either. I hate that 
word. Abortion. I makes me sound like such an evil, 
heartless person, doesn’t it? What am I going to do? 


[freezes] 


OPINION ONE. Serra, what are you thinking? You 
know very well that you can’t have a baby. You cannot 
have a child. This will change your entire life! Are you 
really willing to make that sacrifice? 


SERRA. [worried and confused] No, no. I don’t think 


Iam. 


vip Pex 
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OPINION TWO. Are you really willing to lay your 
entire future down and forget about it? Because if 
you have this child and keep it, that is what you are 
going to have to do. Once you have a child, you 
make a commitment to that child that you will pro- 


vide the best life possible for him. 


SERRA. But I don’t know if I could do that... I 
don’t know how- 


OPINION THREE. And you are incapable of do- 
ing that. And I’m sorry, but that is not fair to the 
baby. And it’s not fair to you either. If you plan on 
going through with this, you had better plan on giv- 
ing it to a loving home who can give it the life you 
never could. 


SERRA. But, maybe I could. I don’t know, maybe... 


OPINION ONE. You know what is right for you. 
You know you aren't cut out to be a mother. You 
will fail. And you know you can’t live knowing you 
gave it away. You know that you can’t have this baby 
at all. You can’t do it. 


SERRA. I can’t do it. 


OPINION TWO. You know you can do it. Sure, 
this isn’t exactly what you planned for, but maybe 
this is what you're supposed to do in life. You might 
be a great mother. You have to do it. 


SERRA I have to do it. 


OPINION THREE. No! Give it up. Give it to some- 
one who is fit to be a parent, but can’t have children. 
It’s the only ethical thing to do. You have to go through 
with this. 


SERRA. I must go through... 

OPINION ONE. You can't! 

OPINION TWO. You have to! 

OPINION THREE. You don’t have a choice! 


All OPINIONS repeat last phrase two more times, ALL 
together. They repeat until SERRA speaks again. 


SERRA. Stop it! [They freeze and stop] 


SERRA and the THREE OPINIONS step back to frozen 
positions. West steps downstage. 


WEST. [unfreezes to speak] One day, I am going to 
find somewhere that I really belong. I am. I just don’t 
know where that place is. See, that is the problem. I 
don't really fit in anywhere. You can ask my parents, 
because I don’t fit in with them. They basically don’t 
care what I do, as long as I stay out of their way and 
don’t cause them any trouble. So that makes it really 
easy for me to do whatever I feel like. Sometimes, I will 
stay out all night long, just walking or driving around. 
I think that it is easier to think at night. Something 
about the moon - it must gravitationally pull things 
out of your mind and make it easier to figure things 
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out - either that or things get more complicated. I 
haven't figured it out yet. Either way, I am a different 
person at night. And that is exactly why I stay up all 
night and sleep most of the day. Plus, that way I can 
avoid people. By the way, I’m gay. I just wanted to let 
you know now, so that you don‘ hear it from someone 
else and it freaks you out. But most people know, not 
because I told them - no one would go around brag- 
ging about things like that - but because they just know. 
It’s like I have this sign on my back that says, “Hey, I’m 
gay.” I don’t want to be though. See, that is what most 
people have a hard time understanding. You don’t just 
wake up one morning and say, “I think I’ll be gay to- 
day.” It’s just something you are. A person is just born 
that way. I was anyways, and I’ve spent a lot of time 
trying to figure out how to change it. But I can't. 


[freezes] 


ALL but WEST step downstage to become a member of a 
HUMAN group... Each HUMAN freezes both before and 
after helshe speaks. 

HUMAN ONE. Hcy, fH 

HUMAN TWO. {i 

HUMAN THREE. {a 


HUMANS freeze for a beat, then step back to former po- 


sitions. 


WEST. Yeah. That's right. I’m gay. I’m a homosexual. 
I am not attracted to women. What? You think I just 


woke up one morning, yawned, and all of a sudden it 
hit me? “Hey! I dont’ like women anymore! Yes! I’m a 
GB!” Yeah, right. Why would I choose it when this 
is what I have to go through every day of my life? I 
don’t fit in anywhere. Not even in my house because 
my parents don’t know about me. Not yet anyways. 
And I’ve figured out that the only way I might even 
kind of belong somewhere is if I am honest with my- 
self. And honest with other people. I figure, why not 
start with my parents. 


WEST’S FATHER steps downstage from the ensemble 


and freezes. 


WEST. I mean, they have to know already. Whew. 
Wish me luck. 


WEST moves to stand beside his FATHER. 


FATHER. Go on, son. You know that I will try to 
help you with any problem you have. 


WEST. Um, well, Dad, I, uh...I don’t think you can 
“help” me “fix” this one. [nervous laugh] 


FATHER. Well, you never know, son. Come on, give 
good old dad a try. 


WEST. Ok...Dad.../long pause] I’m gay. 
FATHER. Youre what? 


WEST. Gay. I’m homosexual. I’m not attracted to- 
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Jason French 


“Grandfather” 


Oil Pastel 
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FATHER. No! I know what it is. I just thought 
maybe I heard you wrong. beat] | guess I hoped I 
heard you wrong. 


WEST. Well, you didn’t. 


FATHER. [nervous laughter] No. No, I guess I 
didn't. I think I almost hit you...I think that I came 
close to saying “What? No son of mine is gay!” 
[pause] But you know, I think I’ve known it all along. 


WEST. Are you serious? I can’t believe this. You 
mean, youre not mad? You're not disowning me or 
trying to change me or- 


FATHER. West, you are my son. You're my only 
son. And I love you no matter what. I always have 


and I always will. /freezes] 


WEST. There! That right there. My father has 
never said anything like that to me that has meant 
so much. He said he loved me no matter what. No 
matter what. I think I was almost in shock after that 
one. I just couldn't believe it. Someone actually 
cared...about me. He knows the truth and he loves 
me anyway. 


ALL ensemble members return to their original posi- 


tions which they held at the start of the play. 


CANACE. | listen to people from the inside. I lis- 
ten to the things that they don’t say. You would be 
surprised at how much you can learn by listening to 


the things that people don’t say. I’ve learned that 


everyone has problems. I’ve learned that a person’s 
memory is a funny thing. It’s like a huge freezer. Your 
memory takes a moment in your life and just freezes 
it. Just like that. That way, you can go back and look 
at it anytime you want. And I have learned that there 
are a few distinct memories that every person has that 
have somehow changed their lives forever. These are 
the memories that a person carries around with them, 
not in their heads, but in their hearts, whether they 
are good or bad. And, if by chance, someone shares 
one of these moments with you, then you will be 
changed too. you will never be able to look at them 
the same way again. So dont be afraid to listen to 


people. Go ahead...listen... 


eis 


A Thought Interrupted 
Megan Smith 


And even as I find the strength and assurance 
to step back from my helm; 
to find a place at the bow with feet dangling, 
tickled by cool whispers of indigo diamonds; 
to be warm in the glow and gentle breeze made from motion, 
smooth motion. 
To relax, and trust myself and my vessel in the hands of the gently flowing current 
and for once to sit back and look, 
and see the trees, the caribou, the rock on the shore. 
To put us into the arms of Love, 
who will blow winds when She deems the time right. 


Even as I find my comfort in the knowledge 
that there is no need to define or confine, 
I find that another love of mine, born under a Pisces sky, 
can find no courage in Love steering its own, 
in waiting for the next turn of the shoreline. 
So she thrusts Love's embodiment upon herself with the force of an angry ocean, 
beating upon her virgin shore. 
As though making up for lost time 
as though time spent waiting was lost 
or words combating naiveté were heard or comprehended. 
It wasn't. They weren't. 


And as I glide on still waters, orange sun on upturned smile, 
and let the current guide my course 
until the winds of Love should hug my sails; 
she runs to her helm and grabs her wheel, 
desperately turning 
hands on wood 
to avoid the angry swells, 
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the icy gusts, 
the titanic bergs of her storm. 
To make up for misspent time 
as though time misspent were redeemable 
as though redeemed time could rectify 
in time for the future.... 
Or a wind could be changed by one’s will. 


Or as though, in its wisdom and infinite power, 
The Ocean were predictable and controlled. 


-33- 


daqgovuapvy assaf 


AdUUUUING 


« 


Dipayy paxiy 


-34- 


Epiphany 


Jenni Williams 


Beep. Beep. Beep. Beep. The incessant high-pitched 
beeping echoed through my brain, obliterating all 
traces of thought. I stared blankly at the crisp, snowy 
white sheets on the hospital bed. Slowly, my eyes be- 
gan to focus on the body lying in the bed. James 
looked so helpless surrounded by life support ma- 
chines. His skin was the same snowy white color as 
the sheets and bandages covering his body, and there 
was a visible sheen of perspiration glistening on his 


face. He looked dead. 


The idea of his death impacted me all at once like a 
Mac truck. James could die. All of a sudden my 
breath began coming in short, quick spurts. I could 
not breathe in enough air. I began to concentrate on 
the simple act of breathing. In. Out. In. Out. My 
breath gradually returned to normal as thoughts raced 
through my brain at the speed of light. 


I had never thought of people my age dying. We are 
too young. We have not even reached adulthood, and 
we have not experienced life to the fullest extent. I 
felt so incredibly naive; I believed that people my age 
were immortal. I didn’t consider the fact that life could 
end at age sixteen. I had always associated death with 
the elderly and sick, not the young and healthy. 


I realized then that even for the young and healthy, 
death can occur anytime, at any point in life. I knew 
death was inevitable for everyone, but to me a long, 
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happy life seemed inevitable as well. As I stood there 
staring at James, I was overwhelmed by the realiza- 
tion of the possibility of early death. I swayed, sud- 
denly light-headed and dizzy. I grabbed the cold 
metal railing of the hospital bed for support. My 
eyes shut tightly as I struggled to remain conscious. 
I immediately snapped them back open, scared by 
what I had seen behind my closed lids. A vision of 
death itself had flashed in front of my eyes. I saw a 
barren, dull red landscape littered with corpses in 
varying horrifying positions. All of them had James’ 
incredibly familiar face. Even when my eyes were 
open, however, the vision lingered in my brain. I 
focused on the heart rate monitor in front of me. 
Once again I let the noise penetrate my brain. Beep. 
Beep. Beep. Beep. A silent tear slid down my cheek. 


Sacred Spirits Lost 
Caroline Mann 


All the empty words of peace were shattered 
with the sound of a bullet on bone 
as if the piercing scream of a child never mattered 
if the truth remained unknown. 
The power in the hands of a congressman 
Nuclear waste in a sacred valley 
And it is just another loss of a Native American, 
just another setback in humanity. 

And where is humanity? 


We got all this land- 

remains of superiority in hate 

Now we can't find a place 

to hide all the mistakes. 

And those same politicians 

who had all the answers before, 

they don’t care about the reservations 
they say the laws don’t matter anymore. 


If they ever did. 


Are we an unintelligent population? 
We cannot even think or decide 
apart from the government’s feigned contemplations, 
we hold no separate truths inside. 
So we destroy our mother, 
until there’s nothing left to hold 
And we kill our brothers, 
leave them dying in the cold 
Of our hearts. 
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The Seed 
Mike Ballenger 


A world, consumed in prejudice and turmoil, 
Embodied injustice and hate 

Until a seed was planted in the soil - 

A vision of life in a fair and equal state. 


The seed was provided water and sunlight, 

But roots of opposing trees firm in place 

Stole its sustenance to prove their presiding might, 
Allowing prejudice to rear its ugly face. 


However, the seed was strong and survive it did, 
To spread its roots and branches over time; 
Eventually towering over trees 

under which it once hid, 

Abolishing problems caused from racist crime. 


Its needs have augmented as the tree is so tall, 
Although peace has triumphed, we cannot subside; 
It is now a challenge for us all 

To keep this dream alive. 


AF. 
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Summer Night Dreamers 


Catherine Romito 


fireflies flit across the green 
landscape, flashing messages 

of love to one another. 

the hum of biting bugs, 

leaving in little groups 

for supper. 

we lay in the hammock, 

my leg dangling over 

the woven side, 

looking up at the glowing 

bugs. <look! up there! there it goes> 
youre not going to remember this, 
you say, 

but when you were little, when it 
was still light outisde, 

we left your window open. 

<our windows! open?! impossible> 
I giggle. 

I’m leaving soon. 

I frown as a mosquito bites into 
my tan thigh. 

slap! 

I brush off the fragments. 
<leaving? can’t you wait till...> 
no, sorry. 

<but it’s...> 

I know. 

you frown. 

<look, lightning bug> 

you catch it in a quick 

closing of your hand. 
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make a wish. 

I close my eyes, 

I don’t wish. I dream, 

then watch as it goes 

up into the air, invisible 
until it flashes its light. 
what did you? 

<cant tell, it won't come true> 
oh. 

I dangle my other leg with 
its partner, dipping the hammock 
slightly, 

digging my toe over the 
cool grass. 

a ladybug crawls up my arm and 
pauses on my fingertip. 
<wish> 

I breathe, you 

close your eyes. 

<open> 

it whirs off in the 

airstrip of flying bugs. 
<what did you...> 

can’t tell, it won't come true. 
<oh> 

besides, I didn’t wish, 

I dreamed. 

<me too.> 

we sway back and forth, 
perilously near the grassy 
earth. 


careful. 

<I know.> 

the crickets kick in their 
symphony. 

it’s the perfect music 

for this scene. 

what did dad call summer? 


<what?> 


when you were sixteen, and i was... 


<nineteen?> 

yeah. 

youre choked up, but I pretend 
not to notice. 

<summer night dreamers> 

yeah 

<dad, he...> 


yeah, gone 

we smile at each other, 
then gaze back up at the cloud- 
less 

night. 

no clouds... 

<stars> 

yeah 

<do you...> 

miss him? yeah. 

<me too> 

you close your eyes. 
<how long?> 

don't know. 

college calls ya know. 
<last year...> 
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it didn’t matter, it does now 
<mom?> 

she knows. 

I fall silent. 

a car backfires then revs off 
<you dreaming> 

still. 

<about what?> 

can’ tell... 

<dreams are different> 

I grin 

<from wishes> 

I know. 

you trail one of your hands 
over the side. 

a boat in the lake. 
<remember...> 

fishing? yeah. 

<dad, he> 

tipped the boat. 

I giggle 

do you... 

miss him? yea> 

me too. 

<summer night...> 
dreamers we are. 

<I’ll miss you> 

me too. 


Shadows 

Jennifer Samuels 

Shadows 

dancing on the wall of my heart 
swirling, twirling, moving rhythmically 


to the beat of an unforgiving peace. 
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Flower Child 
Rebecca Williamson 


A dark background 
A hopeful future 
That is the girl in the yellow dress. 


She collects vibrant flowers 
Then looks to the vast heavens 
Thanking God for all the beauty around her. 


Her face is sure 
But her soul is cautious. 
What will happen next on this journey? 


Is she a reminder of you or me? 


No, she is the everlasting symbol 
Of the maturing world. 


A] 


Focus on Nikki Palermo 


Caroline Mann and Nikki Palermo 


(Nikki is a junior at South Mecklenburg.) 


Q. What is your favorite book? 


A. The Neverending Story by Michael Ende. It 


has so many levels. On the surface, it’s just a 
really great fantasy story, but it also teaches you 
about life and religion and the importance of 
imagination. It teaches that you need to have 
outrageous, exciting fantasies or your life is a 
lie. 


Q. Name one thing that you think is essential in 
life. 


A. Tree climbing is highly important. 


Q. What aspects of your childhood were most 
influential? 


A. Iam an only child. Mostly, I used to play 
with nature and the trees and the rocks and the 
wind. And the bugs- I liked them. I still think it 
is really important to go inside yourself. [Ms. 
Smith] has taught me a lot about that. Really, 
that’s the only thing that can never be taken 
away. 


Q. How is faith important to you? What are 
your views of spirituality? 


A. With religion it’s like you’re born into an 


infantile faith, and you have to grow. A lot of people 
never do, but I’ve been really trying to.... The most 
important thing about spirituality is what’s inside, 
because churches lie, and the Bible is mistranslated, 
and all you have left is what’s in your heart. 


Q What kind of people do you admire? 


A. I look up to people who have problems they 
can’t change, but put up with it anyway. With this 
disease [ulcerative colitis], I always have to think 
about people who have worse things. It’s like, 
“yeah-you have to take twenty pills, but some kids 
have to shoot things in their veins five times a day’. 
So, I look up to people who have diseases, and who 
still go on and don’t have any self pity. 


Q. Who is your hero? 


A. It’s hard to have heroes. America tears down 
their heroes. It’s hard anymore to have heroes 
because everyone we put in the limelight isn’t all 
that good. But Lynn [her best friend’s mother] is 
probably the closest thing I have to a hero. She 
gives everything for her children. I’ve seen so many 
cases where people get so messed up because they 
put other things before their children. And to see 
someone that devoted is admirable. 


Q. Tell me about your mother. 


A. My mom’s wonderful. She’s not born with self- 
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confidence, but she’s wonderful. And it’s great 
because we’re so similar. You know those Mimosa 
plats?- you touch them and the leaves close up- 
well, we’re both kind of like that. When people 
are outwardly emotional in a negative way, we 
both want to go inside ourselves, and shrivel up, 
and not be part of the environment at all. She’s 
always been that way, but she’s grown into a really 
confident person who will stand up for herself, and 
I haven’t gotten to that stage yet. I really need to 
learn how to stand up for myself and be more 
confident. She’s so helpful to teach me stuff like 
that, because she’s been through everything that I 
go through. She’s always telling me that you can’t 
go through life just expecting everything to come 
to you. You have to go out and do things and 
change the way people treat you, because if you let 


them treat you badly and you don’t do anything 
about it, then it’s almost like you deserve it. 


Q. You mentioned your grandfather earlier. Tell me 
how he influenced you. What kind of person was 
he? 


A. He died when I was thirteen, but I don’t remem- 
ber him that well. His Alzheimer’s caused him to 
act differently. I do remember one time when we 
played checkers, and I was too young to realize that 
all these rules that I was making up were really 
cheating. And he just went along with every little 
rule, and I won so bad. That was always the way I’d 
heard about him. He was the kind of guy that was 
always doing things like that. Then, mentally, he 
started leaving when he got Alzheimer’s. I remem- 


ber this one time, we 
were eating pie for 
dessert, and his hand 
was shaking so badly 
that he couldn’t hold the 
pie on the fork. And I 
went over and I fed him 
his dessert and he told 
me what a sweet girl I 
was. It was hard to see 
him go through that. 
With Alzheimer’s is 
almost like people 
slowly go into the other 
world: Their brains are 
already going across and 
their bodies are still 
here, and it’s really hard 
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to watch. 


Q. Do you speak, breathe, or bleed through your 
writing? 


A. Actually, I will answer what I do for all three 
of those things. I speak with my millions and 
trillions of words. I can’t shut up. And I bleed in 
my poetry and in my crying. I cry at least once a 
week; it’s really good. The only bad thing is, 
sometimes I cry instead of being mad. And I 
breathe in my surroundings. I love watching 
people. Sometimes, on a mass level they can be 
shallow and annoying, but they have so many 
capabilities. I love watching [people], and 
studying them, and thinking about them, and 
listening in on their conversations, which isn’t 
really polite, but I don’t tell anyone. 


Q. Do you sometimes think that your knowledge 
of psychology makes you too critical of yourself? 


A. Lused to think I had voices in my head. But 
I’m not crazy! I had this little girl that liked to 
scream a lot; she lived on this island- it was a rock 
in the middle of the ocean with stormy waves- and 
she would scream really loud when I felt trapped. 
So, I had all these voices, but one day I said to 
myself that they’re not voices, they’re just 
thoughts that I refuse to accept. And if I stop 
calling them voices and stop making them speak 
to me in the second person, then I can deal with 
the problems and the thoughts that I’m having. 
Then I can change them, because if you think of 
them as some sort of external thing, then it can’t 
change anything at all. You can’t change anything 


that way, because it’s like something that’s happen- 
ing to you, not something that you’ re doing to 
yourself. But then I said, I’m going to stop talking 
about them, I’m going to stop naming them, and 
I’m just going to deal with my thoughts as they 
come. And [the voices] have been gone ever since. 


Q. Do you feel like your parents’ divorce has 
effected you in a detrimental way? 


A. No. There’s an essay by Barbara Kingsolver in 
our [literature] book, and she was talking about 
how children whose parents are divorced are called 
‘children of divorce’ and ‘broken homes’, and how 
this is so wrong. I agree so much. I don’t think of 
myself as a child of divorce. I’m not a child of 
divorce; I’m a child of the earth, and love, and 
everything that’s ever happened to me. That’s what 
I’m achild of. I am not a child of divorce; that’s 
terrible. And she was talking about how there was 
this different family that was supporting this child 
so well, but they had grandmothers and stepmoth- 
ers and siblings and single mothers, and that she 
dared people to call it a broken home, and that’s 
how I feel! I don’t come from a broken home; I 
just come from two homes. 


Q. What is the most important thing you’ ve 
learned in life? 


A. The best thing I ever learned is that you have to 
understand that just because people can’t love you 
the way you want them to, doesn’t mean that they 
aren’t loving you the best way they can. I think if 
people understood that, we’d be a lot better off. 
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Sonnet II 


Kelly Flaviani 


The heat of day begins to cease 
And daylight leaves a little in advance. 
The presence of nature is a sight to please 
For the bracht’s color weaves in splendid dance 
Which ends when it strikes the resting earth. 
Winds from the gods pick up speed, 
As the season of whirlwinds comes of birth, 
This soon passes without much heed. 
The great star again shines its heavenly light. 
Yet days grow colder, 
And the mother grows with might, 
Preparing her children to be yet bolder. 
The mortality of another season will expend, 
As all great things come to an end. 
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